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A LETTER, Tc: 


HOUGH thou haſt loſt two hundred 
: fat! pounds at play, 


Ss xh thou haſt been to Law - 
S loſt the Day; 
Though wretche4 DANIELs triumphs at thy Coſt, 
And all thy dear revenge is fairly loſt ; : 
Though loſt each nobler paſhon that befits 
The human mind ; though almoſt loſt thy wits ; 
Though dup'd by Fortune, and confirm'd by Law 
The verieſt fool that ever mortal ſaw ; 


Expos'd to ſhame, fur other fouls the ſport, 

And juſtly laugh'd at in a public Court; 
Though foes againſt thee arm a thouſand ſtrong, 

And ev'ry friend ſtill thinks thee in the wrong: 


Permit 
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Permit a muſe, who knows not how to hate, 


But pities, even fools unfortunate ; 
Who twice has ſcourg'd thee for thy faults in vain, 
To bring thee back to Fame and Peace again. 


No private pique, no prejudice remains 
Within my breaſt, nor flows within my veins 
One drop of blood, that is not quite ſubdu'd 
By human kindneſs to promote thy good. 
Curſt be the Pen that's ever dip'd in gall 
Where mere ill-nature dictates all in all ; 

And doubly curſt the ſatire, and the praiſe, 

That ſwerves from truth's and virtue's nobler ways 
To ſtain the robe, that honeſty with care, 

Has kept unſpotted, and delights to wear ; 

Or wander recreant quite from wiſdom's rule, 


And flatter ev'ry folly in a fool. | 
II truth I write, ſtill to that truth attend, 


And though ſevere, believe me ſtill your friend. 
The 
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The ſtripes the parent lays upon his child 
If all unheeded, may be much too mild; 
The young offender fins another time, 
And bo!der grows, and glories in his crime. 


From the firſt moment infant reaſon ſprings, 
And the mind learns to judge of men and things ; 
We feel the power of truth poſſeſs us ſtrong, 
A conſcious knowledge of what's right and wrong; 
The juſt criterion for a man to try, 
Whether his actions give his heart the lie. 
To this I dare appeal and tell you plain, 
Your mind is wretched *midft the eaſe you feign. 
To human-nature's great diſgrace tis faid 
© Thou'rt dead to ſhame, to all conviction dead; 
«© That kind advice and wiſe reproofs are loſt, 
Like richeſt cordials pour'd upon a poſt 
« A paradox in impudence ! though blam'd 
By all the world, aſbam d to be aſham'd.” 
By all the powers, that till dire& my pen 
'Tis falſe—for Roca can feel like other men. 
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"Tis pride with quaint diffimutation's aid 
That ſhows him unaffected, undiſmay'd ; 
And let the wicked world ſay what it will, 
Alone, retir'd, he's all unhappy ſtill. 


But, ah, how mean the farce, how poor the part, 
To mimic joy when grief's about the heart ! 


What will not pride ? 5 it baffles nature 8 rules, 
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And makes een wiſe men act the part of fools. 
Had'ſt thou a foe, whom thou would'ſt wiſh to curſe 


With ſome choice ill, thou could'ſt not wiſh him worſe, 
Than, like thyſelf, with conſcience ill at eaſe, 


To ſeem quite pleas'd, and quite intent to pleaſe ; 
To wander all- neglected through the ſtreets, 

And bow to every block-head that he meets ; 
Io force continual ſmiles upon his face, 

And feel, yet dare not ſeem to feel diſgrace ; 

To threat each foe with ſatixe and with law, 


And want to ſcratch, and yet have ne'er a claw; 


To 


] 7 1 


To write vile pamphlets and news-paper ſquibs, 
In all the little ſophiſtry of fibs ; 


To publiſh Manifeftos for renown, 
And ſtand the laugh and jet of all the town. 


What though thou boaſts to frame the artful tale, 
And ſpread the varniſh'd falſhoods through the vale, 


To catch the praiſe of tittering boys at ſchool, 
And ev'ry ſenſeleſs giggle of a fool ; 

What though thou bid'ſt defiance to thy foes, 
With vulgar wit in low conceited proſe; 

So mean a genius ne'er ſhould graſ; b at fame, 
Of ſcandal born, its deſtiny is ſhame, 

And though thou much preſum'ſt upon thy wit 
Thou none haſt ſhow'd that's ſterling, © not a bit.” 
Tho? like the world's proud victor, thou can'ſt bear 
No ſmall competitor, no equal near ; 

Though of thy pigmy parts ſo high thou deem, 
That thou'rt a giant in thy own eſteem , 


B2 Plain 
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Plain ſenſe, and honeſty, and good defign, 
Will weigh down talents greater far than thine, 
Periſh the parts, that lead thee thus aſtray | 
Periſh the pen, that arms thee for the fray ! 

Be peace reſtor d attend what I propoſe— 
Sur, and Coxqytr ; conquer all thy foes. 
And firſt, that PRI BE which keeps thee in the wrong, 
Againſt the pow 'r of truth, and charm of ſong; 
That makes the ſtrings of harmony to jar, 

And ſets the man againſt himſelf at war; 

That breaks the facred bands, the ſocial train 

Of neighbourhood and friendſhip quite in twain ; 
Be that ſubdu'd—and, take a poer's word, 
The reſt ſhall fall beneath thy conquering ſword. 
Not haughty Cæſar, in his trophied car, 

With laurels crown'd, triumphant from the war, 
E'er gain'd ſuch glory as ſhall round thee ſhine, 
If ſuch a noble conqueſt ſhould be thine. 

But this advance admits of no retreat; 

Go on, purſue, and win the day compleat. 


For 
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For every friend, and every fo, that's found 
Wounded by thee, tis thiue to heal the wound; 
To pour the balm that reunites the band, 

Of broken concord, with a gentle hand. 


The peaceful olive, and the graceful veil 

That hides the ſide where human rature's frail, 
Tis thine to offer, and with tender care, 

To cover faults thy wantonneſs laid bare; 
With ſoft conciliation to aſſwage 

Reſentment, ere it riſes into rage : 

To ſhow true ſorrow for offences paſt ; 

To conquer firſt thyſelf, and them the laſt. 


Miſtake me not, I form no paltry plan, 
No mean ſubmiſſion to debaſe the man; 
Where forc'd apologies, excuſes lame, 
Betray a ſoul degenerately tame; 

But ſuch as niceſt honour may approve, 
And magnanimity delight to love. 


we 
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Search Nature thro), peruſe her moral page, 
Trace all her worthies down thro' ev'ry age, 
And ſay, what nobler beauty can you find 

Than the ſincere confeſſion of a mind 
Convizc'd of error, not aſham'd to bend, 

That owns its faults, determin'd to amend ? 
Then mark the contraſt, mark it thro' the whole, 
And ſee, with ſhame, the man of little ſoul ! 
Though wrong in ev'ry ſtep from firſt to laſt, 
He ne'er repents him of the follies paſt. 

Is play his paſſion ? lo, the cards are brought, — 
In his own trap ne wily fox is caught 

He loſes hundreds, yet purſues the game, 

Till his heart feels the little paltry ſhame 

Of being beaten in a lawleſs cauſe; 

And yet the Varlet ſeeks redreſs from Laws. 

No ſhitts, no turns, no doublings, but he'll try; 
Rather than pay he'll make a beaſtly lye : 

Be drunk, be mad, be any thing but beat, 

And tell the world the zwinner was a cheat. 
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Does any one offend ? he brings his ſuit; 

And goes to Law; the Law condemns the Brute : 
Yet ſtill to him the Verdict is untrue ; 

He fwears the Judge but zotes, and Jury too. 

By nature prone to ſubtlety and rage, 

Eager with each aſſailant to engage, 

He writes, he prints, nor ever ſtops to think 

The more that Reynard ſtirs the more hcl ſtink 

On ev'ry character his nuiſance ſtamps, 

Nor ſpares e en CLETHERO that lights the lamps. 


Turns not thine eye abhorrent from the view? 
Bluſh not thy checks to feel the likeneſs true? 
Can Nature force no token of her grace, 

No lineament humane, upon thy face? 
Oh, may the pow'rs benign to erring man, 
Who tend his ſteps along kfe's little ſpan, 
Aſſiſt the muſe to light the ſacred flame, 
And fire thy boſom with a ſenſe of ſhame ! 


Were 
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were to my hand th' immortal pencil giv'n, 
Prepar'd, and dip'd in colours mix'd in heav'n, 
The charms of ſweet repentance ſhould be thine, 
The thought, the tongue, the look, the breath divine, 
That melts the heart of man, tho? turn'd to ſtone, 
And wins a Grace from God upon his throne. 

But *twill not be; the muſe, with feeble wings, 
Strikes at thy heart, but cannot break the ſtrings, 
Yet if ſhe cer ſhould chance to make it feel, 
(Hard as it is, and cas'd in triple ſteel !) 

On that alone her little Fame ſhe'll raiſe, 
And build a living monument of Praife, 


